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Express, and Low's on the Standard, does much to disinfect these
papers, and Lord Beaverbrook is remarkable as the only Press
King to pay Court Fools to insult his subjects.

So far, so good. But Beachcomber is as indiscriminately
insulting as any of the Marx Brothers. " If I am wrong/' he
shrieks at his readers, " you are none the less fools.'3 He enve-
lopes everything belonging to the modern world in the same
almost crazy hatred. Our science ? All nonsense. Our poetry ?
Drivel. Our painting ? Bosh. Our music ? Muck. (Nor are
the dead much better than the living, unless they lived a very
long while ago, and were French, Italian, Spanish or Austrian.)
Neutrons and Bach, feminism and Ibsen, pacifists, the " obscene "
poetry of Lawrence and the " ridiculous" paintings of Picasso,
are so many varied banderillas in the shoulders of this tormented
creature. In his distress he even becomes illiterate, using
" whoever " as an interrogative and " so-called " as a term
of abuse (like the authoress of Irene Iddesleigh who referred
indignantly to " the so-called Barry Pain "). He is sickened by
the thought of anyone enjoying anything he himself cannot
appreciate ; whatever he cannot understand, he automatically
detests ; and the range of his understanding is, for an educated
man, bewilderingly narrow. The odd thing, moreover, is that all
this nausea is presented as the product of bluff common sense.
Beachcomber seems, by his own account, to be a strapping man
who eats and drinks and walks as heartily as he swears, the sort
of man who gives " thumping great whacks on the jaw to milk-
sops. " Yet from his queasiness you might have supposed that he
was a hyper-sensitive Yellow Book dyspeptic. And, like the poets
of the Nineties, he takes refuge from this modern world which he
cannot endure, in a beautiful imaginary Gothic past, in which
there was " happy social life and general well-being of the
masses." In his loyalty to this dream he cracks angry jokes even at
such innovations as pasteurisation and similar processes applied
to milk. And here, I suggest, his joke ceases to be a joke ; and
I should like to take him to a children's hospital and show him
scores of small bodies twisted out of shape by surgical tuber-
culosis as a result of drinking unpasteurised milk. Half the things
Beachcomber hates are in fact a result of over-population,
and he has little sympathy with birth-control. But I do not
believe that even his hatred of science is such as would make
him welcome a return to mediaeval,sanitation, and the spread
of the Black Death, or even an increase in tuberculosis. There
is matter enough in the modern world for savage indignation.
But when a man, however brilliant his talent, screams indiffer-